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Handsome Gold Badges
For January Prizes

Dear Children of tho Club!
The second reunion celebrated ot the

new BIJqti last Wednesday afternoon by

the.presence of t'ita Oovernor, the Mayor,

Air, Polk Miller, the editors and the chil¬

dren was, 1 nm sure yotl feel, a great
*ucoess. one Which makes nil ·realize
what the club Has grown to mo and what

¦YiU prospects nie for the now year Just

juht»hd-~»S|05,
Looking back over the club work,, cs-

peelìilly that of the past few months, Its

excellent'O- lias po appealed to tho club
: «llrectors that they have determined to

i.ifrr, for the month of January, two

gold medals, handsomely embossed and

Inscribed, one for Iho boy and one for

»he girl, belonging to the club, who shall
send In, during the month, the best piece
of work In any department of tho Chll-
dren's Page, whether It bo a story, a

drawing, or a puzzle, it matters not, so

? possesses the hlRhest quality of ex¬

cellence.;
These medals wilt bo given out irre¬

spective of the usual weekly prizes to ue

sent as heretofore,
The editor congratulates the club on

.its· members,- Its steady growth and.Its
past achievements, It has accomplish¬
ed much and, In tho New Year,' the

editor asks that Its watchwords may bo:

ONWARD AND UPWARD! ';

SILAS MARNER.
CHAPTER VIII.

I. There was a pauper's burial that
week In Raveloe and up at Keuch yard
at Batherly it was known that the ''¡dark·
haired woman with the fair child, who
had lately come to lodge there, ivas gone
away, again. ThatWas all tho express
npte taken that Molly had disappeared
from tho eyes of men. Silas Marner's de¬
termination to keep tho "tramp's" child
was matter òf hardly less surprise in tlie
village than the robbery of his money.

¦¿.''Notable mothers, and among them
Dolly Winthrop, were occupied In tell¬
ing Silas what. he. had better do, Silas
had shown her tho half guinea given him
by Godfrey and had asked her what-ho
Bhould do about getting some clothes

for the child. ¦>:»',''-'¦'¦.
II. "I3h, Master Marner," said Dolly,

"there's no call to buy no moro nor a
¦' naif of shoes; for I've got tho little petti¬

coats Aaron wore five years ngo, and Its
i|l spending tho money on them baby-
clothes, for tho child 'ull grow like tho
graes i*>May, bless it.that It will.'.'
??. Ana the same day Dolly brought

her bundle and displayed to Marner, o,te

by one, 'the liny garments In, their duti
order ot succession, most of them patch¬
ed and darned, but clean and noot as

fresh-sprung herbs. This wns the intro¬
duction' to a great ceremony with soup
und water, «from which Baby came out

in new .beauty. *

IV. "Anybody 'ud think the anglls In
heaven couldn't be prettier," said Dolly,
rubbing the golden curls and kissing them.

;,1 .lhlnk you'ro In'the'-right' on it to keep
the little 'un, M'aMer Marner. You'll

4! "huppen" be a bit 3 "molthered" with
it while it's so little, but-I'll como and

Welcome, and see lo It for you."
V. "Thank you, kindly," said Silas,

"but I want to do things for It myself,
else it may get fond 0' somebody' elsn.
and not fond o' me. I've been used to

4 'fending' for myself iji the house.I can

learn, I ca»» learn."
VI. "Go then," said;Dolly, w;lth a wo¬

man's tender tact to the baby. "Go.
then.take her, Master Marner; you can

put the things on, and then you can

soy as you've done for her' from tho first
of her coming to you." Marner took
her bri his lap, and took the garments
from Dolly, and put them on under her
teaching,.interrupted, of course, by Baby's
gymnastics. Then, when she was quite
dressed, Dolly took up tho thread of lie¬
ti "admonitory" discourse again.
VII. "It's my belief," she said, "as the

poor Httlo creature has never beon chris¬
tened and if you say so, I'll ask Mr.
Macey to speak to the. parson about It;
arid-you must havo'Aa'naipe for It, be¬
cause It must have* a-'niimo glv It when
tt's christened,
"'VIH. "My mother's name was Hepzl-
bah," said tSllos, "and iny Httlo sister
was named after her."
IX. "But It was awk'ard calling your

little sister by such a hard name, wasn't
it. Master Marnor'f" said Dolly.
X. "Wo called her Epple," answered

Marner. And so It camo about that baby
was chlrstened Epple, und that Silas,
making himself as clean and tidy as ho
could, appeared for the first timo within
Ravoloo Church and shared in the ob¬
servances held sacred by his noighbors,
XI. And when tho sunshine grow strong

and the buttercups were thick In tho
meadows, Silas might bo scon strolling
out with uncovered head to carry Epple
beyond the stone pits, to whero tho
flowers grew, till they roached sonio fa¬
vorite bank, whero lie could sit down,
while Epple 6 "toddled" to pluck the flow¬
ers, casing "dad-dad's" attention contin¬
ually by bringing hlin tho blossoms, Then,
notwithstanding tljo difllculty of carrying
her and his yarn or liner ¡it tho samo
Urne, Silas took her with Mm in most of
hie journeys to the fiirm houses, nnd little
curly-headed Epple, the weaver's child,
became an object of Interest' to several
7. "outlying" homesteads, as well as In the
village. Hitherto ho had been treated very
much as If lie litui boen a useful 8 "gnome"
orí) "brownie," bul now he must «li a little
and talk about tho child, and words of
Interest were always reiuly for him. The
child was afraid of approaching Silas
when Epple was near him. Thero wus
love between him and the child thut
10 "blent" Uiem Into one, und there was
love between the child and the world-»

By LOUISE KENNEDY.

from men and women to, the red 11 "lady
birds" rind the round pebbles,
XII. Silas's disposition ,to hoard money

had been utterly crushed by the loss of
hie long-stored coins. And now, something
hnd como to replace his 14 "hoard,", which
gavo a growing purpose to his earnings,
drawing his hope and Joy- continually
onward, beyond the money,

Answers to Chapter VII.
1, Principally in Ravcloe. 2. Lantern

yard. 3. Fifteen years. 4. He was a

weaver, D, The loss of.all his other In¬
terests In life and his betrayal, by his
friends, ,6. Under a stono in his floor. 7.
Dunstan Cnss.. 8. The son of 'Squ|re
Cass, of Red House, and Duristau'·
brother. 0. Because she was a drunkard
and an opium eater. .10, Because, ho had
kept his marriage secret and feared the
disgrace of exposure. 11. On the eve of
Now Year, 12. Because he-was good and
kind by nature, and because he had lost
»' «Ise that ho eared for In the loss of his
gold. -*..

Questions on Chapter VIII.
1. What kind as "notable mothers"?

par. I, 2, What ts the meaning of "hap¬
pen" In par. IV? a. Tho meaning of-
"Molthered" In tho same paragraph? 4.
Explain the. use of tho word "fending" In
par. V?-6. What is the force of "admoni¬
tory" in par. VI? 0. Define the word
"toddled" In par. XI. 7. What« Is the
meaning of "outlying" in «par. XI. 8. The
...nonnine of "gnome"?. 9 The nipan'ii'-
of "¦brownies'*' all-in.the same paragraph?
10. Tho meaning ot "blent"? nlso In par.
XI. 11. What kind of birds are the "lady¬
birds" mentioned in this paragraph? ,12.
Define the word* "hoard" ns used In par.
XII.

COMRADE.
- About three,years ago a gentleman gave
mo a little motherless lamb. She was

very thin and could hardly stand up. I
»taught her to. drink milk from a pan,
sweet at flr»t and then buttermilk, Sha
would skip with delight at the sound of
tho churn, and soon grew fat and strong.
.When my lamto,- which I named Daisy,
camo to mo I hod a Httlo , black dog,
named Tip. Very soon Daisy and Tip be¬
came fast friends, and wero always to¬
gether. One day Daisy and Tip -ran

away. Papa and 1 looked-and looked for-
l.hem, but oou.ld not Und them anywhere.
They wore gon'o thr'eo days, arid wo de¬
cided that thoy had.been stolen, and gave
them up for lost, The evening of the
third day, we were eating ¿upper. Wo
heard something say Bua! Baa! and then
Wo hoard a sharp little-bark, ?« went; to-
the door, and there stood tho,· stränget
runaway couple, Tip wagging- hts· tally

THE BURNED GLEN ISLAND,
Drawn by Julian Babor,

and barking as If to say I have brought
her home. They had been several miles
from homç, and two of our neighbors had
fed them anu caught Tip and tried to
drive him home, but ho wouldn't leave
bis little playmate. Daisy would go hare
hunting with dogs, and has boen four
miles from homo with our. dogs, Tip and
Bruno. I still havo Daisy, a large, woll
grown sheep. She Is like a goat. I ride
her all around, and sho pulls a wagon
nicely. I always put a bit In hor mouth.
I havo glVeii Tip awny, I hope Saniti
Clause will bring mo a wagon strong
enough for Daisy to draw, so that 1 can
haul wood. During the Btimmer I hauled
watermelons from the patch with.Daisy.
Sho was very fond of them. One day I
lot hor eat as many as she could. I
think she ate about a dozen; sho has
never liked watermelons since. I close
my story, which Is all truo.

GEORGE T. ABRAHAMS,

LITTLE THINGS.
Ï.

Little drops of water,
Little grains of sand,

Mnko the mighty ocean
And« tho pteusunt land.

II.
Thus tho Httlo minutes,
Humble though they be,
Mnko tho mighty ages

Of otcrnlty.
HI.

Eittlo deeds of kindness,
Little words of love.

Make this earth un Eden,
Llko the Heaven above.

.Selected .y Maud N. Brown,

CHRISTMAS
CHORUS.

(BY BL18B MAY WEST,)'

Listen, listen, said an old lady to her¬
fielt, How many voleos are crying, "Mer¬
ry Christmas" all over the poor, houso.
Sho was thinking how lonely this

Christmas Would be to her. As her
thoughts ran over her sad story the'big
tears rati down her rigid cheeks, A
knock at the door aroused her. She arose
and ha.stlly Wiping away her tears open*-
cd the door. When she swung the door
back oil Its hlngos, a yotlng girl was seen
standing on the threshold.
My dear old lady, I came to sit with

you a while, as wo wore tho only ones
too sad to Join In with the chorus of
merry voices nnd thought how Bad you
must be, this bolng your' first Christmas
spent at tho poor house,
How well I remember tho first Christ¬

mas I spoilt here. My little brother
spent It with me, He was three years
old and how his poor little heart did
quiver when ho nrosb Christmas morn¬

ing and saw nothing in his stocking."
"But, dear grandmother, how far I

have gone, I should have lot you tell
your story first, but when I first saw you
I felt »is tf I knew you and must, tell
you my story.
"No, no, my child;" said, grandmother;

"continuo your sad story and after It Is
finished I will tell you mine, this Is tho
way sad hearts spend their Christmas."
"As you persist; I will continue. My

father and mother wore taken frorh.mo'
to-day three years ago 'and my brother
and I wero loft to tell tho story, but to¬
day how sad, only I am left;· He now.

sings with bis mother anil father In the,
aelostlal choir, The reason l'ani hero is
that ufter my parents' death, -, all. .his
well«»oarned money was stolen by an un¬

known thief arid this was tho:only..-hqmé
left, y..*
My oldest brother was kldnnpped'when

I was two years old, and ho has never
beon heard from ;slnce. · ,«·.·
"LaMly my riamo Is Crystal Kolth.-'.'»-.·
"Now, telline yöur story, and why'you;

are ono of the ocCupante-of Sharks' Tooth'
or the poorhouse?'.', ··

"Well," began ,dear'.old grandmother;
"my husbajndiahd'son left me four y'çnrs
ago for New York/to buy. goods (for.they
we're, merchants), for ;three, long') days
the. steamer glided srhòothly over the
waters of the,Pacific,- but on tlio fourth
day a cloud: arose and a fierce storm
raged, on the; fourth night ( tho vessel
.sank.·.·;'my husband and dear son wore

swallowed up by the hungry waves."
Here dear old grandmother gave away,

but soon recovered,« and*: continued her
story. ,-¦
"Ot course, they took most of tholr

money and left very httlo with me,

"By tho time three years, «and three
sad years had passed, all, of their hard-
earned money had banished llko a· flock
of wild geese, which fly quickly across the'
sky and are seen no more.

"Under theft) 'clroumstances this old
lady was brought here."
The; tears wore again fast falling down,

the old ladles'· rigid' cheeks .and the

young'girl's -fair "and smooth cheeks,
when a knock was Keard·. :¦

Both after brushing aiway the tears,
rushed to -the door eager to see who had
come to see those two sad faces.
But In a m«ment all sorrow was turned

.'to gladness, and this cry: was.' heard
throughout the house. Crystal Keith Bays.*

"grandmother's husband and my brother
are hero."'
How happy tho t»vo hearts »vero -th«-»

later part who In the morning felt.ua
If they had not a friend' In tho world.
When they retired that, night they felt

aa If thoy could well join in with tho
choi-H of voices which sounded through'
the hotiBO the »vords "Merry Christmas,*'

ELSIE MAY WEST,
Waverly, Va.

EFFIE'S TRIP TO THE MOON
"Oh, how ? wish I could go to the

moon," sighed, little Mille, looking long¬
ingly at Ih«' bright, bountiful moon, as

sho peeped out from her cozy llttlo neat
In u oozy little bed. "I should llko to
know what It Is mudo of, and if there
really Is a man In ("ho -moon," when nil
at onco she felt ob If somuono »vas pull¬
ing her up. up, up.
"Oh!" she cried, "what Is· hnpponlng

to mo? "

"Never fear, llttlo ono, I am, going to
take you to see the moon," salii a, voice
it» hor ear.
"Who are you?" t|»ic-stlotiod Bilie, "nini

uro you really going to tako mo to tho
moot»? I have just been wishing I could
go."
"Oh, I'm the 'man It» the ??????.' J

heard your wish, und came do»vn espec¬
ially to tiiHo you to visit my distant
home."
Tho Journey was so Quickly begun anrt

suddenly ended that E filo wna quite dizzy
»vlth the strangeness of the whole affair«;
"Oh! " she crlod breathlessly, "l»o»v,

beautiful! " for before hor lay a magnili«'
coni city bathed In silvery brightness.
Tin» .streets »vero paved with a translu¬
cent substance resembling pearl.« Tho
houses wero cotislruuted of what appeared
to ????? wondering eyes, Ivory, frescoed
with silver.
"Come," said lier guido, "and lot nie

show you this "wondrous city," and tak¬
ing hor hand thoy journeyed rapidly
through this land of-enchantment«
At last they ennm to what seemed t«i

Kfflo't, awo struck gazo, a uiisll»», This
building wns situated In the midst of
lovr-ly grounds and siirroundoil by a gilt«
terlng wall of silver.·
Th« "man In·the moon" took an Im¬

menso key from Ills pocket and proceed¬
ed to unlock tho gato to this 'marvelous
structure..
"Come In, my dear," lio sutil, "and let

pi« show you tho "castle In which lUvcl's
the "man lu the »noon. 1 want von.

Ululigli, to first visit the gardon; now nn»

along and a muso yourself as host you
can, while. 1 g«i and tako a few minutes'
rest."
(So su*·¡tig, ho departed, leaving ,Etile

A BUNCH OF HOLLY.

to; her own.devices' In this garden of en¬
chantment', y,
4 She oontlhued'to walk around, lost In
admiration at, the**!rlchness and beauty
of all. about her; great trees'from which
wore hanging: golden fruit and silvery
leaves; fountain«, with every sparkling
bubble bringing to light rich jewels of
every hue. At',;last she came to what
appeared to; be à bottomless pit, and on
the other sldé.'irew the« loveliest tree she
had -yet seen. From this treo hung a

graceful sprayOf .brilliant flowers reach¬
ing almost abroes the abyss.
Forgetting herself, sho leaned over

eagerly to grasp tho glittering treasure,
Sho thlssed her footing and fell down,
down, down, and' landed with a bump,
which awakened her from this dream of
enchantment, to the realities of life. Not
Ih the moon at all-was sho, but lying
In her little, white' bed with the sun's
beams peoplng slyly over her pillow,'tie
his daziiling orb slowly'climbed thè blue·
topped hills, ¦'.-*'·.,

ESTELLE FITCHETTE,
-, Waverly, Va.

LOUISE MILES'S BIRTHDAY
-If'was a week·before Louise's birthday,
Sho was" happy*,because her mother had
'prpmtsed her a birthday party. The
days w'ont by quickly, ,

.-One morning aa" Louise was coming

.down to the /breakfast totolo her mother
said'to her: "To-day Is your blrthdnyi I
wish you a happy day."
Her mother was busy baking cakes for

the party, and Louise, beat the eggs for
her. She was still holping her mother

".VIDU) AWAKE."
By Arthur Daniel,«. Manchester, Va.

when Cousin IFrank'.càmo to take her
out sleigh riding, y
Louise liked to: slelgri-ride, and ran up

stairs; to .dress.: .'.He-took her through
tho park. ', She. »aw the animals.' Thon
thoy drove down' town and saw ipnny
prettj* things In, the store windows.
"What do you want for your birthday?"··

he sajd.
'.'Look at that big doll," Louise said.
Ho went In the store and came out with

the doll In hi*· arms.' .

?"Oh, isn't she beautiful," said Louise,
'When they got home Louise ran Into
the house andj.sold».
"Ohf mother'; look at my doll; Cousin

Frank .got her for me." '. ;"Louise found a little "box "at her plate
,at>cikiner. She opened It and found a

little golcl ring,that her mother and father
:gave hor.
"The; door bell began to'.ring. Loulre
met r. her- httlo guests Irr the hall. They
played many'games and afterwards they
wenf into the dining room. In the middle
of the table was a big birthday cako
with seven candles around It. They ha,!
many good things.eako, Ice cream, ban¬
anas,oranges, candy and nuts. The tittle
girls'went home at 8 o'clock, all but Elsie
Miles, Louise's little cousin. Sho spent
tho night with Lou.ls'e. 'They played dolls
and had a good time.

HELEN. BULLAKD,
Bedford, Va..

THE BABES IN THE WOOD
My dear,"*" do you know,
That a long time ago,
Two poor llttlo children,"

Whose,names I don't know,
Were stolen away
On a summer's day, .-.'..
And left in the woods,

As people say?

And when It was night, '.
So sad was their plight,
Tlio sun wont down, ...

Tho nioori gave no light,'
Thoy sobbed and they sighed,
And much they cried.
And.ipoor little things!

They lay down nnd died.

And »vhen they wero dead,
The rohlns so rod,·
Brought strawberry len'ves

And oyor them spread;
And all day long,
They sang this song:
"Poor babes in the woods!.
Poor babes In the woods!·'

By IjUCIXE BI&L.U
Cobham, Vn,

THE POOR OLD WOMAN,
Tho snow was falling quickly and hud

already gotten real thick, when all tho
llttlo l>oy« hnd come diit 'with their sleighs
and »vere running up und doivn In glee,
A poor old woman »vns going along the
streot begging. Tho boys commenced to
snow bull hor. When sho foil down In the'
snow, poor old woman.', not ono of the
l>oys helped her up, atnd sho laid there a
long, long time, until somo poor man
oamo along and picked hor up and carried
her homo with him. His wife and chil¬
dren wore reni glad to have the old wo¬
man »viti» then». She was real kind to his
llttlo gin and made »loll oiotlms for her
and 'nlt'o candy for tho boys, »She »vas·
nlwnys oared for hy this old man and ,????
jgooil »vlfo. But slic» never forgot how
good ho wna to pick her up out tho sno»v
when she had no whoro to go.

MORRIS »ARRET.

Designed by ftj. .8« Pimmoct

Christmas of
Totti and üethesia
BY H-LA PHELPS,

Oethcsla Lindsay sat by her garret; win-'
dow looking thoughtfully, > down the
crowded sltoot, but tliero, »vas a stid look
on her face; ? look that Is not worn b.v
most of »is on ft JoyousvCfliiM'itmfts'.EVc,
Oothesia has had trouble serious trou¬
ble! Only two months ago Was hor dem·
"heart-broken mother laid to rent In tho
city of the dead, nnd only a short timo be¬
fore was her father wrecked on his.shit«
and lost. In the deep, The comfortable
homo had to go for doctor!« bills and fuel»
and now «he was living In tho garret of
a wretched 'tenement, and hor:llttlo; bro¬
ther, two years younger than herself,
soiling matches for bread. How', gladly
would she havo taken tiny Tom's pln«M,
or even to help hlm sell the mntclies
»vould be a comfort. For Qetliosla tiwn-

orta tender heart, and ai she said,. "Could
not bear to depend on a little fellow like
that." But helping wns Impossible, n s .«he
whs lams, and to walk to the :..nearest'
corner and' back would cause her such
extreme pain, she would be obliged to ro¬
main Ir» bed for days to come, "and thin
would mako It ban for Tom." But nil
this was not what ehe was thinking of
as she snt with her little face towards
tho nhlftlng throng. Her thoughts wore

this: "There will be no Santa Glaus thin.
Christmas.. There will be no good dln¬
nor. 1 can do without it.but por Tom¬
b's llttlo heart will be broken when he
hears the sad news.

CHAPTER II.

Meanwhile In another part of tho-olty-
a. boy wjth big blue eyes peeping shyly;
through his long golden curls (so 'like
Qothosia's Own), questioned, "Matches?"
to all tho passersby. A« none could re¬

sist tho winning llttlo lnd, by twilight ho
had sold quito a number at a penny ?

box. Delighted at his· good fortune he
turned his steps homeward, but It was

growing dark,.and ho did. not see'a pair
of, maddening horses suddeiily dash Ill-
sight, There was a scream, but 'too
late! the little one lay cold'and'apparent¬
ly llfeloss to nil tlje eager crowd, until
a iady elbowed her way through and knelt
by h|s side. She tore open his shirt and
displayed a scar upon tho right shoulder.:
"It Is ás I thought; my long lost nephew"
Is found." said she. "And If ho-revives
I shall also ilnd my niece," Thon kissing
hlm softly she took him In her arms and
disappeared In a carriage nearby,

CHAPTER III.

By morning little Tom wns wldtj-nwake.
but very sick" Indeed, His first .words
were, '.'Whore,am IV", "Where Is, Oethe-
sia?" His kind aunt.then told him all.
that had happened to himself. How he
had been run ovor by the horses, and
how she had Identified him nnd brought
him home. A doctor had beon summoned,
who, after careful oxamlnutlon, hn'd said:
'Nò bones are broken, nnd he will ?·?
well In à few days."

'?}'| the way, It Is Christmas morning.'
and here Is your stocking chocked from
top to toé... It ivas kind of Saint Nick to

find you, here'so early.."' said the mint,
handing, him tho ..stòcklrf. expecting, to
soe delight written on his very faci.·' But
sho was mistaken. '·
Ho took It, thanking her sweetly and

then said, ."G1 can not open my stöckln?·
until I have my sister to share It," So
the aunt enquired his nddross and Im¬
mediately sent a carrlngo for hor niece,
who hnd not slejpt throughout the night
for fear,.
Soon Oothesia arrived at her new homo,

and was so delighted at seeing, her bro¬
ther safe, nnd at finding someone who
would, cure for them, she broke down
completely,· and wept for pure Joy. And 1
'heard her to.ll her aunt, "This is the hnp-r
plest Christmas I have oycr known, and
Its all because you are so good."

A FIRE, IN AN ATTIC.

There was once a family of a mother
and a baby that lived In an nttlc of a big
htfuso In Rome. One night when the

»nother was lighting a candle to put the
¦baby to bed a match fell on tho floor.

Next morning after the mother had given
tho baby Its breakfast she had to go
out to work. Sho did not come home
until C o'clock! the baby had to stay
alono when she was., out. When tho
mother went out the baby wus on the
bed. The mico got hold of the match,
and It was not long before all the wood
work wns on flro. The baby knew what
It was, for she was two years old; she
screamed and fell down when she wus

getting off the bed.
Tho family down stairs came up-stnlra

to see what was tho matter. When some

of them saw the flro thoy ran away, but
ono of them took the baby down stairs.
When the mother came home-site was

frightened, for she didn't seo her baby.
She saw the pitico blazing; she ran down
stairs; the place was all'blazing. She
wont out and ,was astonished to seo

hor own baby with tho other family.
"Sho thanked thorn aiid went down tho
street,

ETHEL A. WIHTTET.

CLYTIE.

Clytle was,a Httlo water fally, She

lived ut tho'bottom of the sea In a cave.

Her cavo was lined with pretty pink
shells. .In her garden she. had slur-fish
and coral. Her carril»go was a large
shell und her liorsos were «gold-llsh and
turtles. The fulrles brought her a pretty
green dress.
One day sho wont 'to ride In her shell,

The Water was warm «nd Clytle foil fast
asleep. When the shel) bumped against
u rock she woke up. She had nnvei« seen

land before, Civile sat on tliò.rock mtiny

days watching the golden king, tho sun,

By und liy sho tttrnod Into a sunflower,
Now she Is always looking at the sun.

By TWTH HE'LL,
. Collimili, Va.

CROSSING.THE BAR.

Sunset and evening «stur.
And ono clear call for mo;

Anici may there bono niutinlng of the bar

Wlmn l put out to sea,
Hut aneli a tide ns moving «oopis iisleep,
Too. full for sound ami foum, .

When that which drew from out tho
bouqdlesf, deep

Turns ugniti home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after,that the dark!

And may there bo no sadness of farewell
When 1 embark ?

For tho' from out our bourne of Time
niid, place

Th« llood-may hour nie far,
I hope to see my phot face lo face »

When l:hnvo «»'Ost tho bar, <

Selected by. ,???-??? WLMO.RI·;.
ÏW N. First St., city,
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VISIT OF SANTA CLAUS.

SANTA'S VISIT TO
THE COUNTRY

By COLTON WILLIAMS.
Albert was twelve years old nnd went

to a boarding school. He' was now homo,
«pending the 'Christmas holidays with his
father and mother." Sunday morning,
which was Christmas, ho and his little
sleter awoko and hurried Into .their
clothes, and then, went Into:-'tho; nursery,,
where they saw their presents heaped
upon a chair. There was a One sled,
some books and a gun for Albert, and
a doll baby, a work box and ,a game for
Sue.
Albert. took'Sue out in tlio backyard

on his sled. By the timo they had opened
the «ato a large black dog came rushing
up with a medal on his neck, on which
was Inscribed: "To Albert rind Sue frotri
papa." They then went Into tho stable
to turn the chltkone mit, and what should
they see but a white and tolaok pony.
There was a board right over..tho.-pony's
head, on which wus painted with blaek
paint:'"To Albert and lEüc, from mother."
They nearly went wild with Joy over their
nice presents, and rushed Into the trotine,
making such a noise thnt their parents
had to «top up tholr ears. .:. >'

The dinner bell soon l'nng, and they
went Into the dining room, where the,y
saw a table covered with turkey, cran¬
berries, caudles and other, good things.;
Albert and Sue ate until thoy thought
they couldn't oat another thing. After
dinner some,friends carne over and they
spent the eycnlng.playing games. That
night two tired but happy children went
to sleep In their little beds. A week.after
Albert went back to school and thé vaca¬
tion was over.

THE QUARREL.
The hen and tlie duck had a, quarrel,

because thoy.could, not agree.
Tl*|e duck said: "Tho hen .was,· to bo

blamed;" t'»e hen said: "The duck wasto
be blHined." ''¦',','
So they called the cat'In, nnd: asked her

to decide which had lho brightest eyes,
tho prettiest bill, the softest feathers nnd
stralghtest quill.

"Indeed,'.' said Puss, "this Is .a hard
task for me, when no trace of good looks
on cither I see; but If you will allow mo

THE QUARIiKI..

to try you tin- food, ? think I "shall find
you both equally good."

ANNIE MAY PITT/.

THE CAPTAIN'S DAUGHTER
We were crowded in: the cab'ei,
Not.,a soul would dure to sleep;

It was midnight on the waters,
And a storm wus on the deep.,

"fis a fearful thing In winter,
To be shattered by the blast,

And to hoar tho rattling trumpet
Thunder; "Cut away the mast;"

SO wa shuddered there In allouée,
For the stoutest hold his breath,

While tho hungry sea was roaring,
And the breakers talked with Death.

As thus wc sat In darkness.
Each one busy with his prayers,
'We're lost!" the captain shouted,"
As ho staggered down the stairs. ..

But his httlo daughter whispered,
As she took hls'loy hand:

'Isn't Ood upon the, oec-uji.
Just the same ns' on the land'.'"

Then we kii-jed the little nitildtu,
And we spoke In better oho'etv

And wo anohored safe in harbor,
When the morn was shliilng.'ilnar.

Selected by AMANDA CORDES,
1101 Grove Avenue, Richmond, Va.
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the best story,'
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Street, Petersburg.

Miss emme Hopkins, Barten Heights, Va,
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Barret, Morris Mitchell» ,M. P.
Brlstow, N. 1j. McDowell, M. M.
Brlel, 0>%o. B, Mitchell, Allen J.
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BrecdOii, Byrd ?, Morris; Lucilo M.
.Burton,. Floro Peters, Daniel
Crowoll. Sarah faisons, Agnes
Covlrigtoh. Walter Peters. ,Balena
Daniel. Arthur Phelps. Ella '.'
Dlmmoek, Marion S.Pi'arsnn,· Minuit
Dunn,..Lucy Pollard, Bills
Hgfrleston, It. Uriti, Maggie'.
Brillili, Henry 81, Clair, Kilon
Fits*, Annie May Tlnslòy, Alleo
Fltchotte, B...:.;.·.'; Vllkman, Adolph,
Kord, Ross 8. Vltcky. Dorn
Orlgg. F. Estollo Williams, Collón.
Harding, Bornlce Worthy, Nellie
Hoffman, P. E. West, Blslo May
Johnson, Penrl West, J, F., Jr

A GLOOMY
CHRISTMAS EVE

It wns Christmas Eve. The min »vus
falling Incessantly as lho crowd was tiriis-
lng to and fro on tlio business streets ot
the city, buying precious glfu Tor the»r
loved ones. A poor eobbleV Sat nt .ira
jjenoh tucking, tacking at his shoes. lie
had been hoping all the day to finish .h ?
work and get a few pennies In order to
make hi« children happy on the following
morn. In lho next room "sat his wi e
rocking her babe'to sleep, while the tears
rolled down her oheeks, t'hinl.lnç hc»v
disappointed I»ra and Tommy would I e
to go to tholr stockings and fttld that O'd
Santa had not »islted them. The ln»t
words of Tommy beforo going to sleep
were: "Now, momma, dogo tò bed early
and keep no fuss» '.no S.intn Claus »v 11
como nnd bring mo my drum and caridy."'
Thon Dora-sold In» her quiet wn?: '? da
want a llttlo dolly." After sitting In
idlence for somo time the troubled mother
glanced at hor sleeping children, wl ?

were smiling in their dreams, and with
an aching heart determined to in some
way keep them from disappointment. 8no
placed· her baby In Its cradle, «nil without
another word ran swiftly upstairs a «J
pulled from the bottom of her trunk the
watch which was given her as a -wedding
present. She looked at It lovingly·.· and
thought of that day,, so bright, when It
was given hor; but now her happiness.»vas
nothing to her compared to thnt of .her
children. She carried It down to-her'hu''-
band, but received no encDurageinent
from hlm: he would only sny, ·*??, k»ey
your, watch, the children will rind out nur

circumstances: some day nnd thoy ti. tl
Just as well know -now·,· I'll tell'them In
the. morning." "No, no,, no. that «Il
never do,'! said the, po«ir womnn. ."They
will not enjoy this always, nnd they must
now." She took her watch from him ni.aV
went quickly out of .iho.-room, put "on.
herbonnet ami secretly stnrterl for a-Jew-
elrv, store.. Tho Jeweler .happened, to be '.
a lihid-hearted man and allowed ner tv. o

dollar« on It: and promired riot .to «ell .'*.
so she nilghe-'be'ableto redeem''It.-"Tinn-*
she hurried to a store iic»»rby and-there
purchnsed «.'loll.Tor Lora and that most
desired drum for Tommy, »besides confe.:
tlonerles for both. She reached, home J*"ft
as her 'husband was finishing his work. .

. and filled the stocking«, feeling luippler
than she had ever felt'boforo. »She m it

'called In their father, who had just com¬

pleted his task, though too late to do.nny
good, as he thought. They both went .o

bod with light hearts, thin..lngithey hod
done what they could. The next^niornIng
thoy arose early. They had fptgotttfii
their troubles of the night before nnd Join¬
ed inW hupplness'of their children, who
st.ll hnd confidence In tholr Santa Clans.

and their "Gloomy· Christmas Eve';, wae

fOUOWeLUCnl »km. NOBR13.
Wavorly. Va-_
THE STORY OF A

MISSIONARY WOMAN

About threo months ago a. missionary
woman cuma to Petersburg »ml brought
a little Indian boy wlthhcr. ?
She hold a little service at St. John »

Church for the benefit of tolllpg.thc ch.l-
divn atout. Indians.-
She told us that It was tho Indians ba¬

llot 'that whon ? mother died and left a

llttlo baby, to kill It and, bury tho baby
side b*.' side of Its mother In tho same

cottln. because they-say that; the motti«..!·
would not be happy In Heaven without
her,baby. ".;',;:
But an Indian woman died and left a

llttlo sot». Tho father ot lho child did not

want It to be.killed, eo ho carried it to

this tnlMlbnnry woman nini'git«.» it »o »n ¦.

She wns very happy to receh-'e the child.
It was. only a few days old; She. nursed
and eared for It. Just us It .It wus her
own .child.
When the missionary came to Peters¬

burg the child was about three or four
years old, She brought him with her to

show us her good work among the In¬
dians. It wus a ronl bright child, run¬

ning nil (iround the church,· playing arid
dressed In his little Indian:suit.

I hope to see this In tho, paper next
Sunday. '¦·.'·.

ANNA MAY 'FIT*-*.

A TRUE STORY.

One Christians .morning as'a.'family
»».ns sitting down to the table eiitlng
breukfst somo one knocked at lho flou·.·
tind whon tho door was. oponed tlioi-o
stood it poor man who asked for some¬

thing; to eat.. So thoy gavo Ilio man a

place,nt tho tablo and, he ate. a hourly
brenkfust,

After he hud finished ho ennio to thank
tlio gentlcniuti, but the gentleman said.
"Do not thank ino. hut '»hank tho Balio
of Botlilohem, who was born thin morn¬

ing." ;';* By JOHN JOHNSON.

UNJOYING' SLEPWNQ.


